78                         SILENT IS THE VISTULA
head To find out what was the matter with him, I raised one edge of the blanket. Before me was the peaceful, sleeping face of Scholar
Scholar did not wake up. No one was around except Don Quixote, who had sent everyone else off to sleep, without leaving the ward himself,
"Won't you sit down for a second, doctor?" I suggested mildly "I do want to know about Scholar "
"The idea!'* he scoffed "Fine time you pick for your flirtations!" Growling, he sat down after I introduced myself I learned that he was a colonel, a surgeon, and quickly perceived that he was only acting the part of a savage He knew Scholar quite well, and had heard about me from him, too
"Is the big brute in love with you?" he asked
<cBut no!" I protested vehemently "We worked together for a long fame, that's all"
Don Quixote seemed sceptical He told me that Scholar was not really wounded, but had two nbs broken during the bombardment of the Crooked Circle when he tried to rescue a woman from under the debris of her house* Then, in speaking of "Christopher's men" in the Old Town, he mentioned Andrew
"Andrew? Where is he?" I asked eagerly.
"How do I know? I can think of better jobs than being Andrew's keeper Probably fast asleep under some fancy pink blanket" He winked at me, and his wink looked strange in his dead-pan face. "Oh well, he may be on a patrol, too, for all I know," he ended, under my withering glance, He got up and waved his hand as if to indicate how much work there was for us Then he turned and asked casually: "You knew Lucia, too, no doubt?"
His voice was a bit too casual, it struck me afterwards
"Why,, of course. Is Lucia here, too?"
"No/* he said sharply and shrugged his shoulders "I guess youll be talking to Scholar Hell tell you all the